The last red rays of the dying sun

Pierce   direct,   from   margin   to   margin,   the   cloudy

empyrean,
Sending a signal of triumph over the world.

All this splendour is Thine, O our God:

Kindle our spirits ablaze with the glory of service for

Thee,
With the fierce and passionate joy of giving our lives to

Thy cause,
As the dying sun sets the heavens alight with the flame

of his death.

H

OMEWARD, along the lake's dim reaches,
We drive our canoe:

In steady and disciplined lines
The crisp-cut ripples pass us, racing ahead,
And behind us the breeze blows shrewdly down from
the snows.

Purple-black lies the water,

So clear that by day

In the shadowy depths below

The swift-glancing fish and the feathery weeds

Are plain to be seen.

Before us, with crooked flight,

Scarcely discerned in the gathering dusk,

A bat flits hither and thither.
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